232	BENARES
the capital of his state to Rajpura, some ten miles
off. There he has built a delightful little palace in
the midst of handsome grounds. The walls are
colour-washed and the interior has the merit of
being typically Indian in the disposition of the
rooms. Some of the reception-rooms, thanks to the
total and commendable absence of furniture, are
pleasing to the eye. But the huge room which an
equerry informed me was the Great Hall of Audi-
ence was a disappointment; it was carpeted with
twenty-nine tiger-skins, laid down in two neat rows,
the tails towards the walls, the red mouths gaping
in a toothy grin, the glass eyes and moth-eaten ears
pointing towards the centre of the room. On the
walls hung colour-prints, the portraits of fifteen
contemporary Indian rulers. A large chair of
wood and ivory, not without a certain dignity,
throned it in the middle of the room ; but in the
four corners, on gilded consoles of the Napoleon
III period, were clocks pent in glass domes and
twinkling with mechanical toy figures jigging to
and fro.
Like all Maharajas, he of Benares has his private
zoo. An Officer of State wanted to present me, on
behalf of his sovereign, with a baby lion—an
embarrassing gift which I had to decline.
Unless the solitary European hotel and a group of
English hutments round it are to be deemed a town
apart, there is only one Benares, the native city. In
point of fact quite small and narrow, it stretches
along the river-bank for a considerable distance—
which gives it an air of vastness. Ramshackle
temples and squalid houses rise in a maze of
winding passages and blind alleys where skinny
cattle roam ; streets that without exception come
to a dead end at the river. From dawn to dusk, the

